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T Why hold I long difcourfe?
They now are come on lande,
And forth of Ihip the feareful wenche
He leadeth by the hande.

Vnto a felly fhrowde,

A iheepecote clofely builte

Amid the woodds, where many a lamb

Their guiltleffe bloud had fpilte,

There (like a lambe,) me floode,
And askte with tnmbling voice,
Where Progne was, whofe only fight
Might make hir to reioyce.

Wherewith this caytife king
His luft in lewdneffe lapt,
And with his filthy fraude ful fall
This fimple mayde entrapt.

And forth he floong the raines,
Vnbridlmg blmde defire,
And ment of hir chafl minde to make
A fewel for his fire.

And al alone (alone)

With force he hir fuppreil,

And made hir yelde the wicked weede

Whofe flowre he liked bell.

What could the virgine doe ?
She could not runne away,
Whofe forwardfeete, his harmful? hands
With furious force did ft ay*

Ahlas what JhmtldJhe fight ?

Pewe women win by fight:

Hir weapons were but weake (god knows)

And he was much of might.